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was always true to itself, and of which. I felt the good effects after my mother's death.
Lieutenant Lannes was the most lively of young Gascons ; witty, merry, devoid of learning or education, but desirous to learn, at a time when such a desire was rare. He became a very good instructor, and, having plenty of self-esteem, he received with inexpressible delight the praises which my father deservedly lavished on him. Out of gratitude, moreover, he spoilt his general's children to the best of his ability.
One fine morning my father received orders to strike his camp at Le Miral and march with his division to join the force under General Dugommier, then besieging Toulon, which the English had captured by a surprise.1 He then pointed out to me that I needed to study more seriously than had been possible in a girls' school, and that the next day he should take me to'the college of Sordze, where he had already entered my brother and myself. I was quite taken aback. I could hardly believe that I was not to go back to my girl friends and Mile. Mongalvi. Nor could the sight of the troops and guns which my father reviewed at Castelnaudary comfort me. My mind was full of the professors among whom I was going to be thrown. That night my father heard that the English had evacuated Toulon2 (December 18, 1793), and that he was ordered to the Eastern Pyrenees. He decided, therefore, to leave us at Sor&ze the next day and go on to Perpignan.
As we left Castelnaudary my father stopped his carriage by the famous toll under which the Constable Montmorency was made prisoner by the troops of Louis XIII. after the defeat of the supporters of the revolted Gaston d'0rl6ans. He talked about the story with his aides-de-camp, and my
1  August 27,1793. As a matter of history, the surrender of Toulon seems to have been due to the fact that much disaffection to the Eepublican Government existed in the town and fleet.
2  Taking the French fleet, or most of it, with them.    For a full account of the proceedings at Toulon, see James's Naval History of Great Britain, vol. i. pp. 91, sqq.   It was at this recapture of Toulon that Napoleon Buonaparte, then an artillery officer, first distinguished himself.
THE flUHTicli I had disposed of them. The children kissed their hands to me, the parents bowed, and we set off. We had not gone a hundred yards when my father, who in his haste to escape from a sight which distressed him had not taken a meal at the inn, felt hungry and asked for the provisions. Spirent, had a meal, burnt the deeds in the middle of the
